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large lamp was lit, and the faithful Lausanne brought me rny
pipe, and the confounded gazelle kicked it over, and the
grinning Tita handed us our coffee, and my dear Alceste*
sang me some delicious Venetian melody, and then I left off
smoking, and she left off singing, and we were happier and
happier every day.

Talk of fame and romance, all the glory and adventure in
the world are not worth one single hour of domestic bliss.
It sounds like a clap-trap, but the solitary splendour with
which I am now surrounded tells me too earnestly it is
truth.

CHAPTER XIX.

THE hour approached that was to increase my happiness,
my incredible happiness. Blessed, infinitely blessed as 1
was, bountiful Heaven was about to shower upon me a new
and fruitful joy. In a few days I was to become a father.
We had obtained from the town all necessary attendance;
an Italian physician, whose manner gave us confidence,
and a sage woman of great reputation, were at our house. I
had myself been cautious that my treasure should commit
no imprudence. We were full of love and hope. My Alceste
was not quite well, The physician recommended great
quiet. She was taking her siesta, and I stole from her
side, because my presence ever excited her, and she could
not slumber,

I strolled down to the bay and mused over the character
of a father. My imagination dwelt only upon this idea. I
discovered, as nry reverie proceeded, the fine relations that
must subsist between a parent and a child. Such thoughts
had made no impression upon me before. I thought of my
own father, and the tears stole down my cheek. I vowed
fco returo to him immediately, and give ourselves up to his